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VALE ! 


[Mrs. OLrpnant, the gifted woman of letters, 
passed away on Frida , June 25, 1897.] 


Tue brave, long life at last is done! 
No more her pen shall tell with grace 
The stories that—each one by one— 
Strengthened the writer’s pride of place. 
Not hers the art of painti ght, 
Or weaving plot for tragic end. 
She limned ce with pure delight, 
And so made all the world her friend. 
She had the knowledge of the lives 
We find in English womanhood ; 
And showed that maidens, sweethearts, 


wives, 
Had hearts of gold for England’s good. 
Not here to sing her noble aim 
While working as a self-made slave ; 
Only in honour of her name 
We place this leaf upon her grave! 





CONFESSIONS OF A JUBILEE 


; it is quite true. I was used for the 
Czar’s coronation; and before that I as- 
sisted at a function in Persia; and before 
that I was in India. And bef 


my native forest I have been 
You see, I am put up im the 
then covered with red cloth. 
hang a banner to me. Of course, t 
on the banner depends upon 
and the occasion. The other day I 
Royal Standards, but at my last 

pase I absolutely shone with i 
les. It all comes in the day’s work. An 


.| Dieu! vhat a nombere 





I don’t mind! Then they tie paper gar- 
lands to me. Some of these are on the 
road like myself. See that the decorations 
of St. James’s Street have been bought 
(second hand) to freshen up Birmingham. 
Rather suggestive of Brum, isn’t it? And 
do I like my work? Why, yes. It’s excit- 
ing, if it’s nothing else. ’s the 
— up and the pulling down, and the 
Sas of Gs Sonetion tinal I look rather 
a bee towards the close. So I ought, after 
8 dissipation. You can’t be out night 
after night in an atmosphere of crowd and 
hammering, without losing something of 
your freshness. And then the language 
that reaches you! But the Colonials and 
the Indians were first-rate, and I had 
generally a good time of it. The 

Foreign Princes” are old friends of mine. 
I am always running across them. Yes; I 
am sure to see them again. Probably at 
the next State function. They travel about 
as much as I do myself. And where am I 
gots “eee I am sure I don’t know. 
f you really want to learn, you had better 
ask my contractor. 








At the Naval Review. 


French Visitor (to ish Host). Mon 
your sheeps ‘ave 
got French names! 


English Host (anrious to be pleasant). 
Yes! You see, there was a time when— 
ahem!—we had to borrow some vessels 


from your country. We hadn’t got enough | been doing 


of our own. 
[French Visitor is delighted at this proof of 
English sympathy. 





(Suggested by a South Wales Lady.) 


Out of the valleys of the Deep 
That lie between the Mountain waves, 
There comes the — spirit Sleep, 
To make all folk her slaves. 
Sweet, kindly Sleep! denied to me 
When looking on this lace-like foam, 
For on this great and godlike sea 
My heart awakes with dawn of Home. 


Home! Yes, our Home is far around, 
Each rippled crest is all our own. 

Where can such Home be elsewhere found ? 
What Monarch owns so grand a Throne ? 

The Sea is England’s! Let them brag 
The Armies of the Un-free, 

But underneath the British flag 
The Home of Freedom is the Sea! 





A Most Trying Situation. 
Mr. Chortlebury (who has met a couple of 


Sriends, and invited them to his house to have 


a drink). Good heavens! my wife has gone 
out with the key of the tantalus ! 
[And the ~maid grinned consider - 
ably when Mr. C. had to send to the 
nearest public-house for whiskey. 





After the Jubilee. 


Robinson (to Jobbinson). What have you 
ing since I saw you last? 

? all the stands I 
. I sha’n 


Jobbinson. 
’t be able to 


can for winter 
afford coals. 
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ANOTHER RECORD BROKEN. 


Aunty Mary. ‘‘I'’m reaping A Lerrer rrom your Baorner Frank. 
Ontoxer Maton at Scoot, AND MADE Forty Runs?” 


Lily, “On, AUNTIE, WHAT A LONG WAY FRANK MUST HAVE HIT THAT Bat!” 


Dip you KNOW THAT HE’s BEEN PLAYING IN A 








THE (ART) VAMPIRE. 


|Though he yawned a yawn which he 
wished to hide, 


(A Horrible Tale of the Fate of a Fashionable| For the “Vampire” sorely his patience 


Philistine in the Art Season. A long way 
after Kipling.) 


A cnap there was, and he went to stare 
(Even as you and I)), 


At technique and tone, and some whispy | 


hair. 
What they meant he knew not, nor did he 


care ; 
But all who were “in it” had to go there— 
(Even as you and J). 


“Oh! the hours we waste, and the days we 


waste, 
And the aching of head and hand, 
On pictures whose meaning we do not 


now 
(And now we know we can never know, 
And much less understand !).” 


This fool was “in it,” and so he went 


(Even as you and I!), 


| To stare at scarecrows of cryptic intent 
| (He hadn’t a notion of what they meant), 
But a fellow must follow the fashion’s bent 


(Even as you and I!). 


“Oh! the toil he lost, and the moil he lost, 
And the modish bonds he banned, 


| When he went with the crowd who didn't 


know why 


(And — we know it could never know 
why 


And never could understand !).” 
This fool was filled with a foolish pride 
(Even as you and I}), 


tried ; 
| And he stared, and dawdled, and nearly 
died— 


(Even as you and I}). 


“And ain’t it a shame, and who is to 
blame, 
| That, even in this ‘free’ land, 
We must ‘do’ the pictures, and none know 
— 
| (Seeing we hate ’em, and well know why, 
Can anyone understand ?).” 








DARBY JONES ON RACING IN CENERAL. 


Honovrep Srr,—At a time when Ame- 
rican millionaires are making fabulous bids 
in “greenbacks” for that splendid son of 
Erin, the Diamond Jubilee Derby Winner, 
Galtee More, when that gallant little crock, 
Victor Wild, has once more covered him- 
self with glory at Kempton Park, and 
when Lord Rosgsery has been consoled by 
the triumph of Velasquez at Newmarket, it 
may scem ption on my part to refer 
to the prettiest and most select meeting in 
Great Britain. I refer, of course, to Stock- 
bridge, where the Bibury Club meets in 
full foree, and hard by one of the best trout 
| streams of England, where the fly-fisher 
| is as well-known as is the flat-catcher at 

Epsom. 

Stockbridge is not, of course, Goodwood. 
There is nothing Ducal about the arrange- 
ments. There are no huntsmen in canary 











liveries, or birdless groves, or female cos- 
tumes calculated to make husbands think 
of Official Receivers, but there is a sort of 
“ Far-from-the-madding-crowd ” Peace, 
which would, I verily believe, cause the 
Aggravated Grandmother League to recog- 
nise that the merry dance of the Turf is 
not always tuned to the coarse baw! of the 

kmaker. In short, honoured Sir, at 
Stockbridge, even if you are not a 
Bibury-ite, you may enjoy one of those 
old-fashioned meetings, which remind one 
of the sporting prints in which the Prince 
Regent, Colonel Gzorcz Hanorr, Cuir- 
NEY, and bob-tailed nags figure with such 
effect. 

And now for that little distich, which is 
so valued by the followers of the sport of 
Kings, Princes of Wales, and even Prime 
Ministers. The little bird on the tree 
sings : — 

Beware, oh! beware 
Of the pride of Kingsclere, 
And look for the horse with a man on, 
That fitly will go 
At the pace that we know 
Like a ball from the mouth of a cannon. 


Leaving you and my honoured patrons 
to decipher the rebus, in all confidence 
that we shall be so many slayers of the 
golden wuf (or oof) bird, 

I am, Your devoted henchman 
and practical adviser, 
Darsy Jones. 








Proverstat Morro ror a Certarn Com- 
mittee or Inquiry (?).—Ask no questions 





and you ’ll have no stories told! 
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SQUARING ACCOUNTS. 


Cabbie (on receipt of his legal fare). ‘‘ AuL nicut, My Lup! I cAN JIs STOP A TRIFLE out oF MY SuNDAY OrrreRins!” 








THE PHILADELPHIANS, 
(By One who wishes them better luck.) 


[The Cricket Match between the Philadelphian 
team and Yorkshire at Sheffield, June 28—30, was 
wholly spoilt by rain, and on the third day, when 
barely half played, had to be left unfinished. } 


Arrn—‘' Off to Philadelphia.” 


In weather wet and weary 
It is anything but cheery 
(Though good cricketers the elements 
seem scorning) 
To sit in the Pavilion, 
When ’tis one chance to a million 
That we’ll see the Philadelphians play 
this morning! 
With my macintosh on shoulder, 
I’m a weariful beholder 
Of Yorkshire and the Yankees idly 
yawning ; 
And I’ve got a gloomy notion 
Good Lord Hawke won’t make a 
motion 
To score off the Philadelphians this 
morning ! 


These Yanks, it is well known, 
With the bat can hold their own, 
Woop or Crecar any team would be 
adorning. 
But my A look sad and weary, 
When the wickets soaked and i 
Gave no start to Philadelphia all the 
morning. 
With his bat across his shoulder, 
Sure no slogger could look bolder 
Lester; but the rain came 
without warning, 








M 


Till the wickets, I’ve a notion, 
Are much like the German Ocean 
And it’s “off” with Philadelphians 
this morning. 


Such gloom would dull e’en genial Grace! 
They strove to keep a cheerful face, 
Like batsmen bold, bad luck and weather 


scorning. 
But ’tis hard to “ back up” cheery, 
With the wickets wet and dreary, 
When you have to “draw the stumps” 
on the third morning. 


But though top-coats grace each 
shoulder, 
And it wetter grows and colder, 
From Sheffield the bhoys start, bad 
omens scorning. 
And some day I have a notion, 
I shall feel a —— emotion, 
To see the Philadelphians win—one 
morning ! 








From our own School Boy under 
Examination. 
Examiner. Give the Latin for “ night- 
mare.” : ! 
Our own S. B. (after considerable cogi- 
tation). I know, Sir. “ Equi-noz.” ‘ 
‘akes the cake and exit. 





On Kew Bridge. 


First Pedestrian (meeting Second Pedes- 
trian on the summit of the central arch). Why 
on are you ing that alpenstock ? 

Second Pedestrian. I’m practising for my 
ascent of Mont Blanc in August. 








A GERMAN PUZZLE SOLVED. 
(Place of origin—Berlin.) 


Reatty cannot make it out! I am 
distinctly anti-English. I do my best to 
thwart Britons all the world over. I regard 
them with a jealousy that knows no 
bounds. 

And yet! I love the sea, and nothing 
pleases me better than wearing the uniform 
of a British admiral, I am fond of yacht- 
ing, and a race in the Solent is my special 
delight. I take the deepest interest in the 
Harrow and Eton cricket match, the Uni- 
versity Boot Race and the Derby. I am 
as proud as Lucifer of my ish regi- 
ment, and never forget to k their 
colours on Waterloo Day. I have the 
energy that only a Briton can boast. I can 
turn my hand to everything as only an 
Anglo-Saxon can manage. My mother was 
English, and her mother, too, and I speak 
English with scarcely an accent. 

en how comes it that I ble at 
everything British? Eureka! have it! 
It is because, in spite of the temptation to 
belong to the other nation, am—an 
Englishman ! 





Some Folk are so Nasty. 
Mr. Optimus Hopkins. Well, wasn’t it 
windows fell so 
on 


¥ imi ‘opkins (who had no 
seat). Humph! it was lucky that you all 
came back safe. I full expected that the 
stands would follow the example of the 


windows. 


r. Pessimist 
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NOT VERY LIKELY. 


Waiter (in response to the Colonel's very vigorous reminder). ‘‘OH YES, 
Sik, IMMEDIATELY! "M—.er'’s see—a Giass or Mux, Sir, 
WASN'T IT?” 





— 


DINNERS AND DINERS. 
(With Apologies to the P-ll M-l G-z-tte.) 

It had been my good fortune to give to Mademoiselle Faust1nr, 
a charming little actress, a tip for the Welter Plate last Spring. 
What more natural than that I should ask her to give me a din- 
ner as some slight return? She readily accepted, and asked me 
to name the day. Glancing at the sixth volume of my e - 
ment book, I found my first vacant date was June 18, 97 This 
was fortunate, as it is hardly possible—except at Vorsin’s—to 
get a decent dinner unless you order it a year in advance. 

Where shall we dine?” asked Favstine. 

There is only one where people do dine,” I answered, a 

little ge nya f “The Bon Marché. I will order the dinner.” 

So the place and the date were fixed. 





As Favustine was a quarter of an hour late—I had not seen her 
since our arrangement—I waited in the alabaster portico of the 
Bon Marché, chatting amiably to the courteous commissionaire, 
an old comrade of mine in the Wimbledon days. Juxzs, the 
courteous chef, was au désespoir. Why had I not given him more 
notice? M e was fifteen minutes late. If he only 
known! In a year and fifteen minutes it is possible to cook a 
dinner. In a year—no. I tried to calm the worthy fellow—an 
old ally of mine in the Crimean war. In vain; he complained the 
sardines were spoiling. So I went into the dining-room, nodding 
courteously to eight princes of the blood, neither of whom ap- 
peared, for the moment, to recognise me. 

As I seated myself, entire staff, headed by a brass band, 
brought me my Sardines 4 l’huile. These are a specialité of the 
house, and are never—should never be, at least—eaten with the 
tin. The Potage 4 la potasse was quite excellent. I u- 
lated the courteous chef, pointing out to him the desirability of 
mixing, sometimes, a little anti-pyrine into the potassium—both 
drugs far too rarely used in modern cookery. Then came the 

uestion of wine. is I solved for the moment by ordering two 


eroboams of Sterescoric Company et Fits ; a cuvée of ’80, abso-| 





lutely reservée for my own use. As I had e ed the entire 

staff of waiters, a crown prince, who was entertaining one of our 

leading bicyclists, rose to leave, with his guest. smiled and 

nodded to them as they passed, which appeared to hasten their 
rture. 

Moulin & vent was delicious, but the Dindon décousu I 
could not pass. No self-respecting gourmet will pass everything 
at a dinner. 

Gontran, the kindly maitre d’hétel, was almost in tears, but I 
consoled him by observing that the ostriches were \to a 
turn, and the Bombe glacée 4 Vanarchiste faultless. ‘ 

But my hostess? Where was she? Where was Mademoiselle 
Faustine? I had quite forgotten her! I beckoned to Hacsn- 
sock, the Press representative of the restaurant, who informed 
me she had been dead eight months! I, who read nothing but 
menus, had omitted to notice this in the papers. I was greatly 

ined. The shock unnerved me—I could eat no more. 8, 
who was now to pay the bill ? 

I reproduce the bill. 

Couverts, £5. Diners, £36 8s. Pain, 2s. 
oo 15s. Addition, 3s. 

all, £89 8s. is is one of the few restaurants where a 
aap =a for the addition.) 

“ out the bill,” said I, “in francs, and send it to the 
executors of Mademoiselle Faustrve.” 


Il. 


Monsieur Victor pg Trarn-pe-Lvuxe is in many respects a de- 
lightful person. In other ways he is not. For instance, because 
he was, accidentally, the cause of backing a winner at Ascot 
(simply by means of ordinary s information), he had the 
bad taste to that I should stand him a dinner. 

I said, “Certamly, my dear Comte” (Comte ae courtesy 
title I invariably give to foreigners from whom I have the hope 
of borrowing money). 

“ Where it be?” 

“There is only one place where one can dine,” I said. 

“ Of course—the Bon Marché,” he replied. 

“No,” I answered. “No, mon ami. If 
really characteristic English dinner, come to 


Champagne, £47. 


ou wish to eat a 
Vegetarian Res- 


taurant in Edgware Road. Come along. Come, now!” 

“ But it’s only six o’clock. I am not h — 
the best way to see don is outside an omnibus. So we 
started. 

* * . * * 
the courteous cashier, who presented me with a vious bill, 
which, I noticed, had not been receipted. I said one 
they "t 

taken the trouble to receipt. 

We sat down. 
was coming off to-day. If I had had notice, I might have ordered 
it beforehand ; and a dinner, to be perfection, should be eaten, if 
think. I ma wrong.” 

Monsieur Train-pe-Lvuxe smiled, said I was a farceur, and 

First, some turni , turtle soup, then, ortolans of 
mashed potatoes, followed by a canvas-backed d made of 
this makes a very delicious and seasonable repast. dinners 
2 parking 7 —_ of fashion. And this was washed down with 

le 0 
frie 


“ All the better,” I .—- And I also pointed out to him that 

Arrived at the restaurant, I was enthusiastically received by 
rather rude to nt a gentleman with a bill which 

“I’m glad,” I said to Victor, “ that I didn’t know this dinner 
possible, on the day it is cooked. At least, that’s what I always 
I ordered our dinner Cee 
Indian corn, and , not least, plum-pudding. As all will agree, 

Champagne, ’97. 


nd Victor, who is rather a gourmet, was so struck with 
mouthful of soup, that he said it was quite enough, ob- 


as 
the 
serving, he had never tasted anything like it. 

Pleased with this praise, I asked his opinion of the ortolans. 


He said that their aroma 
consumption. He was evidently surprised. 

When the bill was presented - + courteous “ chucker-out,” 
we found that most unluckily neither of us had any money. 

I append the bill. 

Dinners (for two), 1s. 9d. Champagne, 3d. Total, 2s. 

To this I ought really to add : — 

Cab (for three) to Teidbane Police Court, 1s. 6d. (The con- 
stable refused to walk without us.) 

Loss to reputation by report of proceedings, 8d. 


with the necessity for their 








body else’s 


y.—When somebody wishes to blacken 
hints ’t he begin by 


Quer 
character by uttering dark about him, w 
carefully pitching his voice ? 
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CONSTABLES IN COUNCIL. 
INTERLOCUTORS, 


Pleaceman X : Early Victorian Constable. 
AGM. . s Late Victorian ‘‘ Bobby.” 


Pleaceman X. Vell, I ham blowed! Vot an egstrawnary soot. 
I feels fair flummaxed at you—as a Copper! 
P. C. Al. Same here, old man! That topper! That there boot !! 
That iky swaller-tail!!! Ah! you’d look proper— 
In a old-fashioned pantermine, you would! 
Pleaceman X. Vell, I esteemed myself a hinnowation 
On the hold Charley! I vas picktered, good, 
By Mister Trrmarsu, t of heddication, 
And ‘andy with ’is mol Vich you see 
He t me down and rote me hup, 
P. C. Al. Lor! I’m as like you-as great W. G.— 
The cricket champion with black beard and wiskers 
Is like old Ciarxe, who looked a bit like you, 
If you took horf your coat and showed your braces. 
Didn’t the boys just chivey and yah-boo 
You and your mates where’er you showed your faces ? 
Pleaceman X. D’yer take me for a Charley, vich the nobs 
sed for to bury hunder their hown boxes ? 
No, no, Pxxx’s pets vos ekal to their jobs, 
As wigilant as sentries, firm as ! 
P.C. Al. Lor! yer don’t say so? Well, them Charleys were 
Hantediluvian old himages! But 
I must say you, in huniform and hair,— 
Where did you git them curious cowslicks cut ?— 
Look a bit Noah’s Arky, dontcher know! 
More like pew-openers than sharp handy coppers. 
I know one in a Bethel out at Bow, 
With just such kite-tail’d coat. and mutton-choppers. 
Pleaceman X. Ah! if you arsked A’Broxerr, the great beak, 
Or Mister Tuackeray the novel riter, 
They ’d tell you as ve didn’t stand no cheek, 
Altho’ prehaps our toggery vos tighter. 
Yours—vell, it may be wery cumferable, 
But it don’t look hoffishul or himposing. 
I can’t ’elp vonderin’ ’ow you vill be able, 
In that there toonik loose and easy-closing, 
To strike street-boys vith hor, or charm the airey ! 
P. C. Al. Oh, don’t you worrit ; gutter-snipes and cooky 
We ’ll manage still. Lor bless yer, te may Mary 
Tells me I look as smart as a swell y. 
Our summer-wear, long promised, keeps us coo! : 
June perspiration sometimes was a drencher. 
All we want now, is to break down that rule 
As won’t allow us just a modest quencher. 
Ah, X, you should ha’ felt that Jubilee thust! 
If Mister Bernarp Apranams gits his way, 
And Bobby is allowed to lay his dust 
With a cool tankard—then we shall be gay! 


rmiskers. 








OPERATIC NOTES, 


Monday.—A considerable number of those who had been 
Jubileeing at the Royal Garden Party, and who had yet to finish 
the day at the great reception of the Colonials, given by Sir 
Henry Iavine, at the Lyceum, have made a hurried dinner—or 
rather, m @ mere snack—and have rushed to Covent 
Garden to hear Madame Mesa as Marguerite, Monsieur ALVAREZ 
as Faust, with Signor Ancona as Valentine, Madame Brazzi as 
Siebel, and the semper utile-dulci BavERMeEtstTER-singer as Marthe, 
in Govunop’s Faust. A first-rate cast. Apélogy made for 
the state of M. Pianoon’s throat, but apparently it was need- 
less, since, as Mephistopheles, he sang as well as ever, and acted 
better. Madame Matsa looks the German Gretchen, who was of 
course a rather stolid kind of young person, not inclined to be 
over-emotional, while her singing is perfect, as is also that 
of Tenor Atvarez. Faust, with an ordinary cast, 
nowadays, a great attraction in itself, but to see it with sueh a 
east as above given, the house is crammed. Metsa’s motto is, 
“ Better late than never,” and that she and Avvanez, with the 
at such @ busy time, draw so big a house, may by a 

the ef the De Resskian oe, 


ay Daegu would . sorry to hear. that'the Big 


wee bit 
uld be oingins | 3 pe 
Tuesday.—Ju reaction setting in. Covent Garden Party 


by Royal Garden Party, and all the rest of it—precious 
little “ rest of it.” for anyone, especially for H.R.H. the Prince, 
and other R.H.’s—yesterday ; 80 Manon sang to comparatively 


is not, | real 





poor house—not very “ poor,” however, considering the diamonds 
glittering here and there—until end of second act, when house 
itself again, or somet like it. Madame Savitie’s Manon is 
popular, and Tenor Van Dyox, in Act [V., came out as strong as a 
vocal Samson, and, like that muscular prototype, “ brought down 
a ge jhe tine” paid any injury to a. No Royalties 
visible. y' ” paid possibly on ormance of ra,— 
but that’s another story, and on we sou call to - 
Wednesday.—Die Meistersinger at seven! House soon full. 
Royalties present. All must have sacrificed a meal to music. 
Supper in prospect. Nep pe Reszxe in fine form; likewise his 


M. Jzan De Reszxke As A M&IsTERSINGER, 


brother. Company generally at its best ; audience enthusiastic, 
and Manos, “called from the vasty ” of orchestra 
“came when called,” and modestly bowed his acknowledgment of 
compliment. Fine singing, and excellent bit. of rt oe 
by Daviw Bispuam as Sextus Beckmesser, Quintette at end 
third act, magnificent. Wacner outwagneréed! wise finale. 
Fancy that either this hot weather agrees with “ oufatout Jzan” 
pe Reszxe, who seems to have become a trifle stonter, or the 
nay has reduced ie, aga > Pa Onan ada te "fare Too 

t to consider problem. ra. Lomn- 
menced at 8.30 and finished at 1 a.m. Also Phi On that 
house, applauding so warmly, could have afforded to let itself 
be refrigerated just a bit. ided j 

Friday.—New ra. Made in Germany 
ress melodious poomeute, chante godienag 
c ingly melodious moments, w 
murmur, “0 si sie omnia!” Whatewer there migh' shave been of 
ection ip th cxipinslaisty pe Rest seeasiees by its 
author, has been of it in the course of 
construction. There is 
elder for his 
more favou by the . J 
first act!! The elder brother, capi 
Davi BisPHaM, appears as a sort of r 
“I hope I don’t intrude.” In Mp 
quite an artistic triumph for M. ‘ 
old pictures of “ Farmer Groner.” Miss Ewore, 
Martha, was excellent. No time or apace for de 
leave the sweets of the Even-jelly-man until “ our next.” 
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Miss Cirton, 


CONFIDENCES. 


‘AND DO YOU LIKE Brownine?” 
Muscular Undergrad uate. 


‘* WELL, TO TELL THE TRUTH, I'D AS SOON 


t=>*- 





READ A TIME-raBLe!” 








DEVONSHIRE CREME DE LA 
CREME. 

Biecrst success of the season. Triumph 
of Art-in-town! Perhaps one of the 
greatest hits of this eae festivity 
was the appearance of my Lord Rowron 
in two characters, as, according to the 
Times report, his Lordship appeared as 

‘Archbishop Farrer” and, “to the 
amusement of his friends, as Archbishop | o 
Parker.” Quite a Mr. Peter Magnus in 
his way, who, it may be remembered, in- 
formed Mr. Pickwick how he signed him- 
self “ Afternoon,” because it amused his 
friends. “It is calculated to afford them 
the highest gratification, I should con- 
ceive,’ said Mr. Pickwick, rather e ying 
the ease with which Mr. "Magnus’s ma 
were entertained.” 

By the way, the Times reporter mentions 
“the jewelled page of romance,” but does 
nad say who wore this particular costume. 

in 
Mr. Peter Magnus, and amused his friends 
by coming out as a “dual entertainer,” 
perhaps the “ jewelled of romance ” 
was a Pickwickian Fat of the time of 
“CHantzy Mano.” Did cess Henry 
or Pizess, as the Queen of ee: 
carry a beautiful bouquet furnished b 
Sotomon? Mr. ARTHUR Ba.rour on 
seen to advantage as “My Old Dutch” 
of 1660, and Josep CHAMBERLAIN 





that Lord Rowron took a hint from | zled 





wore a costume “in two shades of rose- 
coloured corded silk ”—quite the Unionist, 
though the desen tion of his costume 
sounds “shady.” Lord Burton, as Cardi- 
nal Dvuso1s, was a study from an old basso 
relievo. There were “ Napoleons and Jose- 
hines” for the benefit of Sir Henry 
RVING, to whom the Napoleonic variet 
must have been quite an “ object-lesson. 
And this great success “for one night 
im But, as Juliet observed, “Such a 
t!” Memorable! 


DISCOVERED BY THE DOCTORS. 


Dear Mr. Puncu,— Through a fairly 
long life I have been more or less a failure. 
I could not for my exam. to Sand- 
hurst. I could not run through my matric. 
for the University. I couldn’t even get 
called to the Bar! 

Hitherto, this inability to SS with 
tasks seemingly simple to others 
me. Now the reason of my ox 
of success is i -—_F clear. I find that 

ancy, my nurse continually 
deranged my deviation, disturbed the 
grey matter of my brain, and injured my 
eyesight. If you have — e latest 
medical opinions, you will be prepared for 
what follows. I owe my present ed 
condition to the fact that my a when 
I was a baby, used a rocking-chair! 
A Vicrm to 4 MALEVOLENT Movement. 











INVISIBLE ELEVATION. 
Ir — cost ’s two-and-ninepence a dozen, 


isnot a fre five-and-sixpence a pair ; 
Iti ae not ud or a cozen, 
rade, and—presumabl —Fair! 


Con Aa ow when called “ Elevators,” 
Do raise, if ’tis only the cost, 
Tis funny, to simple spectators, 
But scarce to the simple who lost. 
Cork soles—for the hee 


But —— out of whom cork has taken this 
Can hardly feel much “ elevated.” 








Last JuBILEE Nots.—The Lord Mayor, 
Sir FAavpEL Puiuirs, has been ane I 
— “high old time” of it duri i 

mayoral, and has done everything i- 
say all of us! It was one of 
the Daa hts in the Bestest Show that 


ig 
bowing right and left to the 


uding 
bserved by a certain 
Eminent Personage at Temple Bar—-the 
only “‘ bar” visited by the proces- 
sionists—‘‘ Really, one does not know 
which to admire most; so we applaud both 
the horse and the Mayor.” 


citizens. As was 0 
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“GOD SPEED!” 
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IN THE DOG DAYS. 


MILITARY MANGUVYRES OF THE SIXTEENTH CENTURY. 
“‘Cootine His CoprER.” 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Tue republication of Omartes Lxver’s works, by Messrs. 
Downey & Co., goes merrily on. The latest out is Tom Burke of 
Ours, which, if not much of a story, as far as a connected plot 

oes, is thrillingly interesting as a clear narrative of the Na 
eonic campaigns, Dec A told by an Irish volunteer, who, 
after studying at the Polytechnique in the days of the first 
Consul, joined the French army, and, with one brief interval, 
when Fate for the first time frowned on “the Man of Destiny,’ 
was with the great Emperor, the tyrannical Corsican, from the 
capitulation of Ulm and the overthrow of the Austrian Empire 
to the last victory of the French at Montereau, where the rea 
heroine of the tale, Minette, the vivandiére, dies the death of a 
allant soldier,—for which the Baron cannot forgive the author of 
er being, as she ought to have lived to be Mrs. Tom Burke—and 
thence to the last sad scene of all at Fontainebleau, when “the 
Empire was ended; and the Emperor, the mighty genius who 
created it, was on his way to exile.” With the restoration of the 
Monarchy the story fini Even now this book exercises over 
me a marvellous charm, The colouring of the historic pictures is 
as bright as ever, the style as dashing, and the whole narrative 
as absorbing as when first I devoured it, years and years ago, in 
my little room at Eton. 

If Mr. Tom Gaxion had written Tatterly in time for Messrs. 
Hvurcuinson to publish it before The Cricket on the Hearth 
chirped in the ears of a delighted world, it would have had 
stupendous success. - As it is, book lies under the cloud that 
broods, needlessly in this case, over the second hand. Mr. 
Gatton recks so little of this that he names his principal charac- 
ter by the Christian name of the memorable Caleb Plummer. 
But because Cuaries Dickens lived and wrote, shall there be no 
more cakes and ale? The world is large enough for two good 
books, and here is a second. The plot underlying the story of 
Tatterly is not new, but the manner in which, at a critical point, 
its obvious course is turned aside, is y clever. My 





Baronite, in reading it, was struck with its 
stage—wherein also it resembles the great . It is a far 
cry from Demetrius, or Svengali to Tatterly. Mr. Beersoum 
is an artist to whom nothing is impossible. It might be 
worth his while to look up Tatterly, and consider its ibilities 
for the stage. In the meanwhile, reader will the book 

ny in its pathos, its humour, and its humanity. 
e ledge Library, 


adaptability for the 


The Natural Hi volume of The Concise Know 
edited by Sir. Aurrep H. Mixes, just issued by Huremin- 
son & Co., is a marvel of erudition, condensation idity, and, 
not least striking, illi has 


i creatures 
of those that a7 re its 
. F an im arra learned 
men, is illustrated by upwards of five bentved solginel drawings. 
On the threshold of the inating study, my Baronite was con- 
fronted by the difficulty that the does not 
possess a word of its own that will incl all the animals forming 
the class known to zoologists as the mammalia. Quadru is some- 
times loosely used. But the term excludes man and includes the 
turtle. To show how minute is the inquiry, it may be stated that 
not less than nineteen different classes of worms are mentioned. 
Oddly onan reference to the book-worm is omitted. The 
revered of the family, the erudite Baron himself, is pass | 


by as if he were not. is, ever, the only omission noted 
in eight hundred pages, teeming with interest. 
- I want to visit the East,” quoth the Baron, “I would take 


my Davey,—I mean, I take my Ricnagp Davey with me, 
represented by his two volumes (CuarmMan anp Hatt) about 7'he 
Sultan and his Subjects ; the Suvtan now having become one of 
Mr. Davey’s subjects.” But the Baron is pai by the want of 
confidence shown by Mr. Davey towards his readers, as, knowing 
so much, and having had such unusual advantages, he pauses on 
the threshold of the harem, turns round to his reading followers, 
and saying, with a wink, “ Wait here till I come out,” disappears,— 
and when he does return, to his anxious inquirers he not a 
word to say—not a word—no more than had Bottom, the weaver, 
when he came back from the wonders of Fairyland. Now, what 
is the use of having the run of a harem or two if yow’re to hold 
your tongue for ever afterwards? No, Mr. Ricnarp Caunr ps 
Lion Davey, you just give us another volume, and speak out! 
Tux Banon pe B.-W. 








“ FINIS, CORONAT.” 


Roya Academy Soirée at Burlington House last Thursday. 
Crowded house. “‘ Here we go up, up, up” the grand staircase, 
overcrowded at first, but soon cl as guests gradually melt 
—it was not by any means the hottest night of the season—and 
disperse to “do” the pictures and to “do themselves” uncom- 
monly well in the ref nt department. President Sir Epwarp 
and bode Poynter, receiving everyone with hearty courtesy, 
wonder what has become of Colonial Premiers. There are pre- 
sent gorgeous Indians, magnificent colourists, but no Colonial 
Poeeat Then it is reported that they are all dining at the 
Mansion House, and that genially hospitable Sir Faupre. won't 
hear of their leaving the banquet until they’ve “finished the 
bottle” and drunk all the toasts. 

At 11.30, no Colonials! At midnight, “the cry is still they 
come,” but haven’t yet arrived. “O where and O where are m4 
Co-lo-ni-als ? ” hums the President, who, after shaking hands wit 
everybody, may now shake hands with himself, in lation 
on the success of the reception—even without the Colonial Pre- 
miers, who, it appears, were late in a at the Mansion 
House banquet, and are now being detained by my Lord Satis. 
BURY’S prandial eloquence. ; 

Mr. Josepa Cuamper.ain has yet a speech to deliver, but he 
must keep it in his pocket for another occasion, as the Colonials 
can’t stand any more just now, and, if they go an where, they 
are bound re sae — y Soirée at Burlington ~- a 

At this late hour, as long as everyone can intelligibly 
“ Bri’sh consh’tooshun,” we know, on the authority of Lazon’s 
picture, that they must be “all right,” and in a fit state ot ws 


the ladies.” But whether the Colonial miers and their 
miéres ever did reach [wee ae House this nt is unable 
to say, having retired from gay and festive halls of dazzling 


light on the stroke of half-past midnight. 





A Question for the New Woman. 
(By an Vld Man.) 


MisGOvERNMENT has marred mankind’s content. 
Will things be bettered by Miss-government ? 





—_— 
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Mr. MacSimius, ‘‘ Wei, O1 DON’T PROFESS TO BE A PARTICULARLY 
CULTIVATED MAN MESELF; BUT AT LASTE ME PROGENITORS WERE 
ALL EDUCATED IN THE Horcuer Brancags !” 








AUGUSTE EN ANGLETERRE. 
At PorTMovUTH. 


Dear Mosrer,—aAll the world has spoken, and speaks again, of 
the Jubilee. Me I can not to render count of all the impressions 
of that unforgetable day. I shall say all simply that I saw the 
magnificent procession, that I held myself upright, the hat to the 
hand, for to salute, with the most great respect, your illustrious 
and venerable Quzen, that I saw the illumination the evening, 
and that all the day and all the . + I ceased not of to admire 
the brave agents of police, and t honest burgesses who pro- 
menaded themselves so oy py And see there all! 

_ I go to tell = nee sek hen to apr to - ber 
onishing spectacle of the engli t. ing stranger I avoi 
the great crowds, where the english themselves can vo but 
with difficulty. Therefore I go not the day of the review, I 
attend even just to wednesday last, and then in fine I lift myself 
of very good morning, I entrap a train of very good hour, I arrive 
to Portmouth before midday, and I hasten myself of to embark on 
a steamboat for to make the turn of the fleet. Ah, what superb 
blow of eye! Me I am that which you call “landman,” I know 





not of all the diverse parts of a vessel, at pain have I learnt the 
words “starboard” and “portboard,” and, however, I find all 
that a tacle truly magnificent. He makes a superb time, the 
sea is , she is even blue, and the sky—eh well, it is an english 
oxy but almost blue when even, quand méme. 
e arrives by hazard that the bdtiment de guerre, the building 
of war—that which you call a “warman”—of the Germans is 
Eh well, that is equal to me! One has said me that 
it was the sole warman, enough as he must, whom the Emperor 
Witu1aM could to find. What drole of idea! Figure to yourself, 
Mister Punch, the Emperor who demands something that he can 
not to obtain! Mon Dieu, quel tohu-bohu & Berlin! At the 
future, after to have heard to speak of this dun fleet 
the Emperor perhaps will not amuse himself so much to send 
some te to his friend Mister Kruczs. A la bonne heure! 
I see warman of the Austrians, and that of the Russians, 
and the flag—ah, the dear threecolour!—of my country. What 
pleasure! And in fine the warman of the Japanese, very chic, 
with the enormous flag of the chrysanthemum. But these here, 
the vessels of the strangers, are little of thing. In face extends 
herself an interminable line of the most t warmans, the — 
ficent fleet of your country. Permit, Mister Punch, that I offer 
to you, me, although stranger and landman, to you as represen- 
tant of your nation, my most warm felicitations. Hope we that 
the threecolour and the union john may never encounter them- 
selves, excepted, as at Portmouth, in amic’ neighbours. Then 
even the fleets of Mister Kruger and of the Emperor WILi1aM, 
the two re-united under the orders of a swiss admiral, would 
never dare to attack the most small little torpilleur, english or 
french. See there, as <— great Suacxspir, “a consomma- 
tion most devoutly to ire.” Une consommation! Ah, un 
toast—toast, a french word whom one may to translate “a drink.” 
Drink we then to the cordial amity of the two fleets, english and 
french! Agree, &c., AUGUSTE. 








SPORTIVE SONGS. 


An Engaged Young Man, inspired by the presence of his Lady-love, 
gets up early at a Country House. 


I sat in a garden upon a green lawn, 
Fenced around with a rampart of yew ; 

’*Mid the flowers that. welcomed the coming of dawn, 
While shedding their circlets of dew. 

The blackbird made merry with pipe of delight, 
The thrush cried, “ lo!” to the morn, 

For the joy of the thought of the death of the night, 
And the joy of another day born. 


There I sat, ’mid the flowers, where roses were fain, 
pur with clematis met, 

Where the lily looked down with a lofty disdain 
On the charms of the coy mignonette. 

Where geraniums flushed with a ripe, ardent red, 
And forget-me-nots answered with blue, 

To the si the heaven was giving o’er head, 
In its eloquent promising hue. 


I looked at your window with rapture and bliss, 
And longed just a i to be, 
To tap at your lattice and whisper a kiss, 

A dainty “ good-morrow” from me, 
Just to tell you my love, and so I drew near 
To that spot where I 'd oft been before, 

In softest of accents I made myself clear, 
And you answered me—Yes! with a snore! 








Fasuta Narratur.—Mivivs is a playwright, with a note-book, 
a good memory, and a faculty for assimilation and adaptation. 
™ Good tempered fellow is Mrvtivs,” observed a friend; “ always 
ready to a joke.” “Yes,” quickly returned a sayer of good 
things, who had suffered from Mrvrvs’ cleverness. “Very ready 
to take a joke—from anyone—and use it.” 





Charity at Home. 
(Mr. Punch’s Tip.) 


Txover this Jubilee Year has brought claims of all kind 
On the purse of the lovely and—vwell, say the less sex, 

While for India and Hospitals “ raising the wind,” 
Forget not our storm-ruined farmers in Essex! 
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Home Szorerary didn’t think it even! T'wesday.—Ministers come up smiling to- 
Exrracrep rrom THE Diary or Tosy, M.P.| favourable attention of House. Moved | have accomplished a feat of Jubilee 
| second reading by the hat signal. Speaker | year. Never before in 's story did 
House of Commons, Monday, June 28.— | put question; seemed about to be carried| a constitutional G beaten in 
Pri May once drew in these pages a scene as matter of course, when Members below three successive divisions, calmly continue 

humorous or pathetic according to the gangway challenged decision that the Ayes to carry on the QuEEn’s t. 
mood of the looker-on. figures are | it. Then Ministers to smell a “I must say,” I hinted to Parnce 
shown outside a public-house. Qne, a/ rat. Privce Artur, looki hurriedly Anraur, as we walked down to the House 
stout, frowsy, angered woman, holding by | round the forces on either side, saw it together this afternoon, “I , after 
the hand a crying child, addresses her | moving in the air. Nothing to be done but the second division, you would have ad- 


bibulous lord and master with the inquiry, | 
“Will you come ’ome?” He, as yet in a) 
genial Saturday-night condition, ies, | 
“T’ll do ellythil you like in reasol, M’rta | 
(hic), bur I won’t come ’ome.” 

Thought of this picture to-night when 
Price Artuur strategically endeavoured 


divide. After division, the clerk handed | vised the Qumxn to send for Dauztmn and 
to Datze. the paper containing figures. Luoyp Gores. Not that I think they 
That meant Government were defeated. | would have been able to form a Ministry. 
Loud shout went up from —_— Sas The Sace or Queen Anne's Gare would 
tion. “Resign! resign!” they sho , a| have been quite at home at the Foreign 
good old Parliamentary joke that never Office, and Caupwe.t would know his way 
loses its freshness. about the Scotch Office. But Tanner 
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OUR ARTIST HAS (MORE OR LESS) REASON TO BELIEVE THAT ARRANGEMENTS WERE MADE TO ENABLE THE [nish Members TO BE 
PRESENT IN WINDSOR CASTLE, ON SATURDAY, JULY 3, QUITE UNSUSPECTED, AND CONSEQUENTLY WITHOUT L088 OF PRESTIGE IN IRELAND, 


would never have done as Chief Secretar 


Privce Artuur, with great presence of 
to the Lord Lieutenant, and it is well 


to escape from a quandary by moving ad- 
mnind, moved adjournment of House. It 


journment of House. “ We’ll do anything 





in reason, Prince Artuur,” said the Oppo- 
sition, “ but we won’t go home.” As usual 
in the House of Commons, bolt fell out ot 
blue sky. Through question hour nothing 
to indicate that, before dinner-bell rang, 
strongest Government of modern times 
would be thrice beaten in division lobby. 

Benches on both sides nearly empty. 
Everybody except the Blame an 
Spartan Bartizy gone to Buckingham 
Palace for garden party. Seemed just one 
of nights when heaps of business might be 
shovelled over. This anticipation realised 
by rapidity with which London Water 
Companies Bill passed second reading. No 
one liked it; some kicked it; its party 
frieads pleaded that it was at least harm- 
less. But they let it pass. 

Crisis down on obscure, inno- 
cent-looking measure local to Isle of Man. 





he could only get these fellows away, 
further embarrassment, even possible dan- 
ger, would be avoided. Young lions below 
the gangway not so easily disposed of. 
They were masters of the situation ; would 
remain to enjoy it as a as possible. Any- 
thing in reason, M’x1a, but they would not 
go home. On a second division they had 


d|triumph. Yea, on a third they beat the 


hapless Government. But Bivcher was 


coming up from yee oe Palace. He 
onived in beste, generally in white waist- 
coat, always in frock coat. He came in in 
twos and threes, in tens and in scores. 
Prince Arruvr, feeling the reinforce- 
ments were sufficient, made a final charge, 
sweeping the enemy off the field with a 
majority of nearly two to cone. 

usiness done.—Government thrice de- 
feated in the division lobby. 


known he will take nothing else. There- 
fore, in following the ordinary course, you 
would have had the satisfaction of ob- 
serving constitutional usage without risk- 


i rsonal or party advan a 
mi | dees you are ri t, towr. In fact, 


I fully admit you are. But you must make 
some allowance for my position. It was all 
so sudden; no chance of consulting the 
Marxiss. I’m bound to say I don’t 
hold you altogether free from responsi- 
bility in the matter. I’m not superstitious 
or given to blench before omens. At same 
time, I cannot forget that two years r: 
this very month you went off with Mr. G., 
tripping it in the Tantallon Castle for 
opening of Kiel Canal. When you left, 
/ nothing seemed more remote than Minis- 

terial crisis. When you came back, you 
| found the Government defeated, the coun- 
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try on eve of general election. Now you go 
off with Admiral of the (White Star) Fleet 
Ismay to Naval Review. You leave us with 
a majority of over a hunded and forty, 
apparently stronger than the forts at Spit- 
head. After three days’ absence, you come 
back to see us beaten in division lobby, not 
once nor twice, but thrice. It may be 
accident, a mere coincidence. I confess it 
looks a little uncanny. Next time you con- 
template one of these alluring trips, I beg 
you will, for the sake of old friendship, give 
me timely notice. I'll take care that till 
you are back again, there shall ve no 
chance opening for the adversary such as 
he has found to-night.” 

Business done. — Budget Bill through 
Committee 

Thursday.—A pleasant, restful evening 
with Scotch business. Education first. 
Congested districts to follow. Some first- 
rate speaking on earlier subject; but de- 
bate hopelessly suffered, as 
with Ministerial majority of 140, from 
inevitableness of conclusion. Lorp Apvo- 
cate, in charge of Bill, did his best to keep 
up flagging spirits. To pass round the 
usquebaugh at a particularly dull moment, 
or to give a twirl of the pipes when any- 
one in the company is seen nidnodding, a 
natural impulse. But Grasam Murray 
feels it would shock Southern prejudice. 
So when his watchful eye observed signs ot 
yawning. he handed round a little sum. 

“TI will not,” he said, at one perilous 
juncture, “stop to do the sum myself. 
Probably hon. gentlemen will work it out 
for themselves as I go along. If eleven- 
eiahteenths of £44,000 shew us where Scot- 


| just 





debates do | 


one time nigger minstrels were novelty at 
Primrose meetings. And see how they 
took on, returning Unionist Government 
with eseeaiinted majority. Anyhow, 
GranaM Murray carried his Bill, though, 
as CawMELL-BANNERMAN cannily said, he 
was the only Scotch Member on either side 
who expressed cordial approval of its prin- 
ciples. Business done.—A heap. 

Friday.—Rare to find a man endowed 
with dual gift of speaking and writing. 
Where phenomenon exists, the platform 
style is quite distinct from the literary. 
An exception in the case of. Member for 
West Fife. Picking up in reading-room 
now that admirable weekly, The 
Speaker, read article entitled “The John- 
sonian Legend.” Hadn’t got through first 
paragraph before I murmured, “ Brrrei. 
or Beelzebub.” Turning over page, found 
it wasn’t Beelzebub. Article reads exactly 
like Brrrett talks; an admirable style, 
unique, as all really good styles are, being 
as much a part of a man as his nose or his 
ears. A. B. is steeped in the spirit, fla- 
vour, and colour of eighteenth century 
literature. adding to it a certain delight- 
fully sly humour, born of Scotch lineage, 
tempered by English birth and Bar asso- 
ciations. 

Rusiness done.—Irish votes 
mittee of Supply. 


in Com- 








NOTES BY A COUNTRY NATURALIST. 
Tae Pieasvres or Jriy. 


Tne fly season has now begun, and bald- 
headed people should be provided with the 


land stands under this Bill, where will Eng- | new patent “ eatch-’em-alive-oh !” cap. 


land be supposing, instead of sticking to 
the 17s. 6d. limit, you take the proportion 
~ 7 to 80, and give Scotland 21 instead 
0 ’” 

That may not convey anything definite 
to the Southern mind. But you should 
have seen the Scotch Members figuring it 
out on their copies of the orders! 
Apvocate, watching them out of one 
corner of his eye. went on with his speech. 
When he saw spirits of audience drooping 
again, handed round another sum. 

Quite a new development of Parlia- 
mentary debate. But, as Sark says, at 


Lorp | 


have wakened up, and are very 
busy in their invasions on to pillows, which 
do not belong to them. 

Ants are swarming, and disregard all 
attempts to keep them off gravel paths or 
out of sculleries. 

Moths make a fine display at night. 
Sometimes by a dexterous hit an expert 
cricketer may hit one to leg off his lamp or 
candle. 

Snails and slugs take up their summer 
quarters on rose bushes, strawberry plants, 
lettnees, and those peas which the sparrows 
have not already consumed. 





Green fly and black blight are generally 
vieing with caterpillars in the destruction 
of vegetable life. 

Spiders have a knack of dropping on the 
human body, but they totally disregard 
their natural prey. Midges are undis- 
turbed by tobacco smoke, and bluebottles 
and gnats help themselves. 


REFLECTIONS ON A BROKEN ENCACEMENT. 
We parted—cheerfully! Yet now 

I’ve fallen into disrepute 
With nearly all her friends, who vow 

That she’s an angel, I’m a brute ; 
Black isn’t black enough for me, 

My conduct will not bear inspection— 
A statement which I hold to be 

Fair food for critical reflection. 


We parted. The consummate ease 
With which “united hearts” can range 
From their allegiance, if they please, 
But illustrates the laws of change. 
The thoughts and tastes of yester year 
Fall under Father Time’s correction— 
This is not critical, I fear, 
But platitudinous reflection! 


We parted. She had quite a pack 
Of friends, “nice boys,” as she avowed ; 
She called them Bos, and Dick, and Jack, 
And I was—one amongst the crowd. 
I did not, people may infer, 
Possess entire her young affection— 
Yet, be it underst on her 
I cast no shadow of reflection! 


pe vm ner Men pat persist 
n playing uncongenial parts— 
I was a C. philatelist, 
Her hobby was collecting—hearts ! 
A simple case. I did not pine 
To add my heart to her collection, 
She had no stamps to add to mine, 
We parted—wisely, on reflection! 








A Wonperrvut Liver.—A New York 

per states that a boat is shortly to be 
aunched which will cross the Atlantic in 
sixty-five hours. The motive r is 
gasoline. Mr. Punch believes t this 
ought to be spelt “gas o’ lying.” 
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